SYRUP OF FIGS FOR
A GHILD'S BOWELS

It is cruel to force nauseating,
harsh physic into a
sick child.

Look back at your childhood days.
Remember the “dose” mother insisted
on — castor ofl, calomel, eathartics.
How you hated them, how you fought
mgainst taking them.

With our children It's different.
Mothers who cling to the old form of
physic simply dom’t realize what they
do. The children’s revolt is well-found-
ed. Their tender Hlttle “insides™ are
infured by them.

If your child's stomach, liver and
bowels need cleansing, give only deli-
clous “California Syrup of Figs"™ Its
action is positive, but gentle. Militons
of mothers keep this harmless “fruit
laxative” handy; they know children
love to take it; that it never fails to
clean the Hver and bowels and eweet-
en the stomach, and that a teaspoontul
given today saves a sick child tomor-
row.

Ask at the store for a 60-cent bottle
of “California Syrup of Figs,” which
has full directions for babies, children
of all ages and for grown-ups plainly
on each betile, Adv.

Forgot Hia Sweetheart.

Doctor Brandes, the Danish man of
letters, who recently visited this
country, tella a curious story of him-
sell, says the Chicago News. At tha
very moment he had appointed to
keep a tryst with his sweetheart he
was deep in Hegel

“With a passionasts desire to reach
& comprehension of the truth, | grap-
pled with the "system,” began with the
encyclopedia, read the three volumes
of ‘Aesthetics,” the ‘Phenomenoclogy of
the Mind," then the ‘Philosophy of
Law' again, and finally the logic, the
natural philosophy and the philosophy
af the mind in a veritable intoxication
of comprehension and delight.”

The lamentable sequel was that he
forgot all about the young girl to
whom he had to say good-by.

FALLING HAIR MEANS
DANDRUFF IS ACTIVE

Bave Your Hair! Get a 25 Cent Bottle
of Danderine Right Now—Also
Stops ltching Scalp.

Thin, brittle, colorless and scraggy
bair is mute evidence of a neglected
Bcalp; of dandruff—that awful scurf.

There is nothing so destructive to
the hair as dandruff. It robs the hair
of ita luster, its strangth and its very
life; eventually producing a feverish-
ness and itching of the scalp, which
if not remedied causes the bhair roots
to shrink, loosen and die—then the
bair falls out fast, A little Danderine
tonight—now—any time—will surely
gava your hair.

Get & 25 cent bottle of Knowlton's
Danderine from any store, and after
the first application your halr will
take on that life, luster and luxuriance
which is so beautiful. It will become
wavy and fuffy and have the appear-
anca of abundance; an incomparabls
Elosa nnd softness, but what will
please you most will be after just a
few weeks' use, when you will actual-
ly see & lot of fine, downy hair—new
bair—growlng all over the scalp. Adw.

Students Study Grading of Grain.

How the grain markets of the coun-
try handle and grade the farmers’ pro-
ducts s being studied in a course
which was started at the Ohlo state
university last year. The students
taking the course are senlors in the
department of agriculture.

The students are given lectures on
market distribution and sindy the
fleld crops of the world. In the labor-
atory they study the grading of grain,
testing it as to welght, color, percent-
sge of moisture, quality, soundness
and kind. Bamples of sar corn and
grain are received (rom farmers in
the Frankiin county and from graln
exchanges in the primary markets.

A GLASS OF SALTS WILL
END KIDNEY-BACKACHE

Bays Drugs Excite Kidneys and Reo-
ommends Only Sailts, Particularly
if Bladder Bothers You.

When your kidneys hurt and your
back feels sore, don't getl scared and
proceed to load your stomach with a
lot of drugs that excite the kidneys
and irritate the entire urinary tract.
!{teen your kidneys clean like you keep
your bowels clean, by flushing them
with a miid, harmless salts which re-
moves the boedy's urinous waste and
stimulates them to their normal activ-
ity. The function of the kidneys is to

‘Drink lots of water—you can't drink
too much; also get from any pharma-

The Gall of the
Cumberiands

By Charles Neville Buck

‘With Illustrations
from Photographs of Scenes
in the Play

. (Copyright. sgss. by W. . Wan & Ceo)
SYNOPSIS.

On Migery creek Sally Miller finds
George Lescott, a landscape palnter, un-
conscious. Jesse Purvy of the Hollmen
clan has beén shot and Samson is sus-
gechd of the crime. Sumson denies it

he shooting Lremks the truce in the
Hollman-S8outh feud. Jim Hollman hunts
with bloedhounds the man who shot Pur-
Yv¥. The bloodhounds lose the trall at
Bplcer BSouth's door. Lescott discovers
artistic ability in Samson. While sketch-
Ing with Lescott on the mountaln, Tama-
rack discovers Samson to & jeering crowd
of mountalnecrs. Samson thrashes him
and denounces him as the “‘truce-bus-
ter” who shot Puorvy. At Wile Mc-
Cager's dance Samson tells the South
clan that he is guiog to leave the
mountains. Lescolt goes home 1o New
York. Samson bids Spleer and Sally
farewell and follows. In New York Sam-
son studies art and learns much of oity
ways. Dreanie Lescott persuades 'Wi-
fred Horton, her dilettante lover, to do 8
man's work in the world. Prompted by
her love, Sally teaches herself to write.
Horton throws himself Into the business
world and becomes well hated by preda-
tory financlers and politiclanse At a Bo-
hemian resort Samaon meets William Far-
bish, sporty socinl parasfte, and Horton's
enemy. Farbish sees Samson and Dren-
nie dining together unchaperoned at the
Wizwam roadhouse. He conspires with
nthgl‘n to make Horton jealousn and suc-
ceads.

CHAPTER Xi—Continued.

Samson did not appear at the Les-
cott .house for Two weeks after that.
He had begun to think that, if his
going there gave embarrassment to
the girl who had been kind to him,
it were better to remain away.

*“1 don’t belong here,” he told him-
self, bitterly. “I reckon everybody
that knows me in New York, except
the Lescotts, Is laughing at me be-
hind my back.”

He worked fiercely, and threw into
his work such fire and energy that it
came out again converted into bold-
ness of stroke and an almust savage
vigor of drawing. The [nstructor
nodded his head over the easel, and
passed on to the next student without
having left the defacing mark of his
relentless crayon. To the next pupil,
he sald:

“Watch the way that man South
draws. He's not clever. He's elemen-
tally sincere, and, If he goes on, the
first thing you know he will be a por-
trait painter. He won't mersly draw
eyes and lips and noses, but character
and virtues and vices showing out
throeugh them."

And Samson met every gaze with
smoldering savagery, searching for
some one who might be laughing at
him openly, or even covertly, instead
of behind his back. The long-suffer-
Ing fighting lust in him craved oppor-
tunity to break out and relieve the
pressure on his soul But no one
Izsughed.

One afternoon late in November, a
hint of blizzards ewept snarling down
the Atlantic seaboard from the polar
fioes, with wet filurries of snow and
rain, O on the marshes where the
Kenmore club had its lodge, the live
decoye stretched their clipped wings,
and ralsed their green necks restively
into the salt wind, and listened. With
dawn, they had heard, faint and far
away, the first notes of that wild
chorus with which the skies would ring
until the southerly migrations ended
—the horizon-distant honking of high-
fiying water fowl.

Then i was that Farbish dropped
in with marching orders, and Samson,
yeareing to be away where there were
open skies, packsd Georga Lescott’s
borrowed paraphernalia, and prepared
to leave that same night,

While he was packing, the telephone
rang, and Sameon heard Adrienne’s
voice at the other end of the wire.

“"Where have you been hiding?" she
demanded. “I'll have to send a truant
officer after you.”

“I've been very busy,” sald the man,
“and I reckon, after all, you ecan't
civilize a woll. I'm afraid I've been
wasting your time.”

Possibly, the misernble tone of the
volice told the girl more than the
waords.,

“You are having & season with the
blue devils,” she announced. “You've
ben cooped up too much. This wind
ought to bring the ducks, and—"

“I'm leaving tonight.," Samson told
her.

“It would have been very nice of
you to Have run up to say good-by,”
she reproved. "“But I'li forgive you,
if you call me up by long distance,
You will get thers early in the morn-
ing. Tomorrow, I'm golng to Philadel-
phia over night. The next night, I
shall be at the theater. Call me up
after the theater, and tell me how
you like it.”

SNAKES WERE ALL DROWNED

But Animals, Liberated From Thelr
Cages Just In Time, Swim Ashore
From Wrecked Scow.

Tied to tall trees on the banks of the
Skagit river is one of the strangest col-
lection of animals ever harbored in
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It was the same old frankness and
friendliness of volce, and the same
old note like the music of & reed in-
strument. Samson feit so comfortad
and reassured that be laughed through
the telephone.

“I've been keeping away from you,”™
he volunteered, “because i've had a
lapse into savagery, and haven't been
fit to talk to you. When | gst back,
I'm coming up to explain, .And, in the
meantime, I'll telephone.” .

On the train Samson was surprised
to discover that, after all, he had Mr.
Willlam . Farblsh for a traveling comr
panion. That gentleman explained
that he had found an opportunity to
play truant from business for a day
or two, and wished to see Samson
comfortably ensconced and introduced.

The first day Farhish and Samson
had the place to themselves, but the
next morning would bring cthersa,

The next day, while the mountalin-
eer was out on the fiats, the party of
men at the club had been swelled to
a total of gix, for in pursuance of
the carefully arranged plans of Mr.
Farbish, Mr, Bradburn had succeeded
in inducing Wilfred Horton to run
down for a day or two of the sport
he loved. When Horton arrived that
afternoon, he found his unsuslly even
temper ruffled by bits of mallclously
broached gossip, until his resentment
against Samson South had been
fanned into danger heat. He did not
know that South also was at the club,
and he did not that afternoon go out
to the blinds, but so far departed
from his uswal custom as to permit
himself to sit for several hours In the
club grill.

And yet, as is often the case in care-
fully designed affairs, the one element
that made most powerfully for the
success of Farbish's scheme was pure
accident, The carefully arranged meet-
ing between the two men, the adroitly
incited passions of each, would still
have brought mno clash, had not Wii-
fred Horton been affected by the flush-
ing effect of alcohol. Since his college
days, he had been invariably abstemi-
ous. Tonight marked an exception.

He was rather surprised at the cor-
diality of the welcome accorfied him,
for, as chance would have it, except
for Samson South, whom he had not
yet seen, all the other sportsmen
were men closely allied to the politi-
cal and financial elesients upon which
he had been making war. Still, since
they seemed willing to forget for the
time that there had been a breach,
he was equally so. Just now, he was
feeling such bitterness for the Ken-
tuckian that the foes of a less per-
sonal sort seemed unimporfant.

In point of fact, Wilfred Horton had
spent & very bad day. The final straw
had broken the back of his usually
unrufiled temper, when he had found
in his room on reaching the Kenmore
a copy of a certain New York weekly

“Don't You See That This Thing Is a
Frame-Up?

paper, and had read a page, which
chanced to be lying face up (a chance
carefully prearranged), 1t was an item
of which Farbish had known, In ad-
vance of publication, but Wilfred
would never have sesen that shest,
had it not been so carefuilly hrought
to his attention. There were hints
of the strange infatuation which a
certain young woman seemed to en-
tertain for a partially civilized stran-
ger who had made his entree to New
York via the police court, and who
wore his hair long In imitation of a
biblical character of the same name.
The supper at the Wigwam inn was
mentioned, and the character of the
place intimated. Horton felt this ob-

traceable to Adrienne's lil-judged
friendship for the mountainesr, and
he bitterly blamed the mountaineer.
And, while ke had been brocding on
these matters, & man acting as Far-
bish's ambassador had dropped into
his room, since Farbish himself knew

went to their death. One big snake
cost Its owner $500.

Bert Mansfleld, who owns the dog
and pony part of the show, remained
on the scow with his pet dog Chester,
despite the entreaties of his compan-
fons, until he barely escaped with his
own life.

Another wvaluable =anpimal still &t
large is the trick mule, High School
Jack. There were six borses and 20
trained dogs. Several trained rac-
coons were lost—Mount Vernon
(Wash.) Dispatch to Seattle Times.

Teaching Art to Childrsn.
The Children’s Hour held under
ausplces of the depariment of e
was inaugurated for the. seasom of
1914-1915 a short time mgo. J. Taylor,
{llustrator, member of the faculty of

jectionable Innuendo was directly |
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that Horton would not listen to his
confidences. The delegated spokes
man warned Wilfred that. Samson
South had spoken pointedly of bim,
and advised cautious conduct, in &
fashion calculated to inflame.

Samson, it was falsely alleged, had
accused him of saying dJderogatory
things in his absence, which he would
hardly venture to repeat In his pres
ence. In short, it was put to Horton
to announce hi=s opinion openly, or eat
the crow of cowrrdice.

That evening, when Samson went
to his reom, Farbish jolned him.

“I've been greatly annoyed to find,”
he said, seating himself on Samson's
bed, “that Horton arrived today.”

“] reckon that's all right,” said Sam-
son. ‘“‘He's a member, isn't be?™

Farbish asppeared dublous.

*] don't want to appear in the guise
of a prophet of trouble,” he said, “but
you are my guest here, and | must
warn you. Horton thinks of you as a
‘gun-fighter’ and a dangercus man.
He won't takes chances with you.
If there is a clash, it will bs serious.
He doesn’t often drink, but today
he's doing it, and may be ugly. Avoid
an altercation If you can, but if It
comes—" He broke off and added seri-
ously: “You will have to get him, or
he will get you. Are you armed?”

The Kentuckian laughed.
| “l reckon I don’t need to be srmed
amongst gentlemen.”

Farbish drew from bhils pocket =
magazine pistol.

“it won't hurt you to slip that ianto
your clothes,” he insisted.

For an instant, the mouniaineer
stood locking at his host and with eyes
that bored deep, but whatever was in
his mind =5 he made that scrutiny
he kept to himself. At last, he took
the magazine pistol, turned it over in
his hand, and put It into his pocket.

“Mr. Farbish,” he sald, “I've been in
places before now where men were
drinking who had made threats against
me. 1 think you are excited sbout
this thing. If anything starts, he will
start it.”

At the dinner table, Samson South
and Wilfred Horton were introduced,
and acknowledged their introductions
with the briefest and most formal
nods. During the course of the meal,
though seated side by side, each Ig-
nored the presence of the other. Sam-
son was, perhaps, no more silent than
usual. Always, he was the listener ex-
cept when a gquestion was put to him
direct, but the gilence which sat upon
Wilfred Horton was a departure from
his ordinary custom.

He had discovered in his college
days that liguor, instead of exhilarat-
ing him, was an influence under which
he grew morose gnd sullen, and that
discovery had made him almost a total
abstainer. Tonight, hls glass was con-
stantly filled and emptied, and, as he
ate, he gunzed ashead, and thought re-
sentfully of the man at his side.

When the coffee had been brought,
and the cigars lighted, and the serv.
ants had withdrawn, Hortor with the
manner of one who bad been awaliting
an opportunity, turned slightly in his
chair, and gazed insolently at the Ken-
tuckian,

Samson South still semed entirely
nnconscious of the other's existence,
though in reality no detail of the brew-
Ing storm had escaped him. He was
studying the other faces around the
table, and what he saw in them ap
peared to occupy him. Wilfred Hor-
ton’s cheeks were burning with a dull
flush, and his eves were narrowing
with an unveiled dislike. Suddealy,
a silence fell on the party, and, as
the men sat pufilng their cigars, Horton
turned toward the Kentuckian, For a
moment, he glared in sllence, then
with an impetuous exclamation of dis-
gust he announced:

“See here, South, I want you to know
that if I'd understood you were to be
here, 1 wouldn't have come. It has
pleased me to express my opivion of
you to 2 number of people, and now 1
mean to express it to you in person.”

Samson looked around, and his feat-
ures indicated neither surprise nor in-
terest. He caught Farbish's eve at
the same Instant, and, though the plot-
ter said nothing, the glance was subtle
and expressive. It seemed to prompt
and goad him on, as though the man
had =aid:

“You musin’t stand that Go after
him."

“l reckon”"—Samson’s voice was a
pleasant drawl—"it doesn't make any
particular difference, Mr. Horton.”

“Even {f what 1 sald didn’t bappen
to be particularly commendatory?" in-
quired Hortom, his eyes narrowing.

“So long,” replied the Kentuckian,
“as what you sald was your own opin-
fon, I don't reckon it would interest
me much.” ~

“In point of fact"—Horton was gaz-
ing with steady hostility into Sam-
son's eyes—"1 prefer (o tell you. 1
have rather generally expressed the
belief that you are a damned savage,
unfit for decent society.™

Samson's face grew rigid and & trifie
pale. His mouth set itself in a straight
fine, but, as Wilfred Horton came to
his feet with the last words, the moun-
talneer remalned seated.

“And,” went on the New Yorker,
fiughing with suddenly augmenting
passion, “what I sald I still belleve to

be true and repeat in your presence
At another time and place, T shall be
even more explicit. I shall ask you to
explain——certain things."™

“Mr. Horton,” suggested Samson in
an ominously gquiet volice, “1 reckon
you're a little drunk. If I were you,
T'd sit down.™

Wilfred's face went from r=d to
white, and his shoulders stifened. He
leaned forward, and for the instant
no one moved, The tick of the eclock
was plainly audible.

“South,” he said, his bresth coming
in labored excitement, “defend your
self!™

Samson still sat motionless.

“Against what?" he inguired.

“Against thet!™ Horton strock the
mountain man across the face with
his open hand. Instantly, thers was a
commotion of scraping chalrs and
shuffiing feet, mingled with a chorus
of Inarticulate protest., Samson had
risen, and, for a second. his face had
become & thing of unspeakable pas-
alon. His hand instinctively swept
toward his pocket—and stopped half-
way. He stood by his overturned

“I'm Ready Either to Fight or Shake
Hands."

chair, gazing Into the eyes of hisz as-
sailant, with an effort at sell-mastery
which gave his chest and arms the
eppearance of a man writhing and
stifening under electrocotion, Then,
ke forced both hands to hia back and
gripped them there. For & moment,
the tableau was held then the man
from the mountains began speaking,
slowly and in a tone of dead-level

| tling his vietim,
| wes in his eiement. The dammed-up
| wrath that had beea smoldering dur-

monotony. Each syllable was portent-
ously distinet and clear elipped.

“Maybe vou know why I don't kill
¥you. ., . . Maybe youdon't . .. Idon'tl
glve a damn whether you do or|
not. . . . That's the first blow T've
aver passed. . . . | pin't going to hit
back. . . . You need a friend pretty
bad just now. . . . For certaln reasons,
I'm going to be that friend. . . . Don't
you see that this thing is a damned
frameup? . . . Don't you see that 1
was brought here to murder you?”
He turned suddenly to Farbish.

“Why did you insist on my putting
that in my pocket"—Samson took out
the pistol, and threw it down on the
table-cioth in front of Wilfred, where
it struck and shivered = half-filled
wineglass—"and why did you wamn
me that this man meant to kill me?
I was meant to be your catspaw to put
Wilfred Horton out of your way. 1
may be a barbarian and s savage, but
I can smell a rat—Iif it’s dead enough.™

For an instant there was absolute
and hushed calm Wilfred Horton
picked up the discarded weapon and|
looked at it in bewildered stupefac-|
tion, then slowly his face flaimed with
distressing mortification

“Any time you want to fight me"—
Samson had turned again to face him.
and was still talking in his deadly
quiet volce—"except lonight, you can
find me, TI've never been hit before
without hitting back., That blow has
got to be paid for—but the man that's
rezlly responsible hag got to pay first.
When I fight you, I'l fight for myself,
not for a bunch of dammned murderers. |

. . Just now, 1've got other busineéss.
That man {framed this up!™ He pointed
a lean finger acroses the table into the
startled countenanece of Mr. Farbish.
“He knew! He has been working on
this job for a month, I'm going to |
attend to his case now.” |

As Samson started toward Farbish, |
the conspirator rose, and, with an ex-
cellent counterfeit of insulted wirtue,
pushed back his chair.

“By God,” he indignantly exclaimed,
“you mustn't try to embroil me in your
quarrels,. You must apologize. You
are talking wildly, South."”

“Am 1?" questioned the Kentuckian,
quietly: “I'm going to act wiidly in a
minute.” .

He bhalted a short distance from Far-
bish, and drew fruin his pocket a
crumpied scrap of the offending maga-
gine page: the item that bad offended
Horton.

“l may not have good manners,
Mister Farbish, but where I come from
we know how to handle varmints.™ He
dropped his volce and added for the
plotter's ear only: “Here's a little
matier on the side that concerns ounly
us. It wouldn't interest these other
gentlemen.” He opened his hand, and
added: “Here, eat that!”

modeling, plaster casting, and wvase

lantern slides, on various periods of
painting and architecture, The p=r-
manent collections and special exhi
bitions In the department of fine arts
will be ntilized for the benefit of the

craft, as well as talks, illustrated by,

{yours. As for me. I have nothing to

st the sel face of the mas who was ad-
vancing upon him lsaped back, and
drew from his pockst  pistol—it was
an exact counterpart of the ane with
which he had supplied Samson.

With a pantherltke swiftness. the
Kentuckian leaped forward, and strack
vp tha weapon, which spat one in-
ellective bullet into the rafters. There
was a momcntary scuffie of swaying
bodies and a crash under which the
table groaned amid the shatteriug
of glass and china. Then, slowly, the
conspirator's body bemt back at the
walst, until its shoulders were
siretched on the disarranged cloth,
and the white face, with purple veins
swelling on the forehead, stared up
between two brown hands that gripped
its throat

“Swallow that!™ eordered the moun-
talneer.

ZONA POMADE

if vsed regularly wiill besutify and
preserve your complexion and belp
you retain the bloom of egrly youth
for many years. Try it for 3o
days. If pot more than satisfed
you get your money back. soc
st druggists or* maziled direct.

For just an instant, the company
stood dumfounded, then a

“Stop him, he's golng to kil the
man'!"

The odds were four to two, and
with a sudden rally to the support of
their chief plotter, the other conspira-
tors rushed the figure that stood throt-
But Samson South

ing these last days was having a tem-
pestuous outlet. He had found men
who, in a gentiemen’s club to which

strained. |
| unnatural voice broke the sllence.

he had come ms a guest, sought to

use him as a catspaw and murderer.

As they assaulted him, en masse,
ke seized a chalr, and swang it fiail-
Hke about his head. For a few mo-
ménts, there was a crashing of glass
and china, and 2 clatter of furniture
and a chaos of struggle.

Samson South stood for a moment
panting in a scene of wreckage and
disorder. The table was littered with
ghivered glasses and decanters and
chinaware, The furniture was scat-
tered and overturned. Farbish was
weakly leaning to one side in the seal
to which he had made his way. The
men who bhad gone down under the
heayy blows of the chair lay guletly
where they had falien.

Wilfred Horton stood waiting. The
whole affair had transpired with such
celerity and speed that he had bardly
understood it. and had taken no part
But, s he met the gaze of the dis-

ORE-
'S 6% LOANS $

| Om Farms and Gity Property

property, in sammoomts $100.90 wp ut 6%, for term of
ito 5 yenra File applications a2 once with

| Farmecs Secarifies Co., Healey Bidg, Afiasia €2

DEFIANCE STARCH
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erdered figure across the wreckage of |

a dinner-table, he realized that now,
with the preliminaries settled, he who
bhad struck Samson in the face must
give satisfaction for the blow. Horton
wss sober, as cold sober as though he
had jumped into jce-water, and though
be was not in the Jeast afraid, he was
mortified, and. had apolozy at such a
time been possible, would have made
ft. He knew that bhe had misjudged
his man; he saw the gutlines of the
piot as plainly as Samson had seen
them, though more tardily,

Samson's toe touched the pistol
which had dropped from Farbish's
hand and he contemptoousiy kicked it
to one side. He came back to his
place,

“Now, Mr Horton,” he sald to the
man who stood locking about with a
dazed expression, ~if you're still of the
same mind, 1 can accomodatle you
You lied when you sald 1 was o sav-
age—though just now it sort of locks
like 1 was, and™—he paused then
added—"and I'm ready either to fHght
or shake hands. Either way sults
me.™

For

the moment, Horton d4id not

| spenk, and Samson slowly went on:

“But, whether we fight or not, you've
got to shake hands with me when we're
finished, You and me ain't going to
start no feud.
I've ever refused to let & man be @y
énemy If he wanted to. Tve got my
reasons. I'm golng to make you shake
hands with me whether you like it or
not. but if you want to fight first it's
satisfactory. You =aid awhile ago you
would be glad to be more explicit with
me when we were alone—" He paused
and looked about the room. “Shall 1
throw these damped murderers out of
here, or will you go into another room
and talk?™

“Leave them where they are," sald |
Horton, guietly. “Well go into the |
reading-room. Have you killed any of
them ™

“1 don’t know,” said the other, curt- |
Iy, “and 1 don"t care.

When they were alone,
went on:

“! know what you want to ask me
about, and I don’t mean (o answer you.
You want to guestion me about Miss
Lescott. Whatever zhe and 1 have
done doesn't concern you. 1 will say
this much—if 1"ve been ignorant of
New York ways and my lgnorance has
embarrassed her, I'm sorry,

“1 supposed you know that she's too
damned good for you—just like she's
too good for me. But she thinks more
of you than she does of me—and she's

Samson l

apologize to you for. Mnaybe, I have
something to ask bher pardon about,
but she hasn't asked it

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Whale a Victim of War.

An enormous whale drifted ashore
near Margate, England, the other day.
it had been killed by 2 mine In the
North sea.

BECAUSE HIS DOG LIKED HIM |
Why the Southern Mountaineer Was
Willing to Pay to Check a
Mongrel.

The pedigree of a dog makes po
difference if you love him This was

found that he would have to pay $7.506
to check & mongrel as far as 8t Louis,
About two-thirde of the journey.

He and his brother. two southern

S

pay $750 to St Louis and another
fes from then on, he said:

“Well, that cur thinks so powerful
much of me I reckon I'll have to pay
it It makes no difference about the
kind of dog, if ¥ou love him, you
know,” and he slowly counted out the
money from an old miner's wallet and
put the dog in the baggsge car, with |
s final jove pat on his bsad. -

Gifts From Rich and Poor.
An admiral's daughter has sent 1o

This I8 the first time }
|
|

$400 WILL EUY THE REG TROTTING
STALLION, NORTH GIFT. Epesdy, oty
broke. W. A. White. B I Sarcoxie, Mo

Barney Knew.

Mr. Barney O'Keefe, sadly Inebri-
ated, bhad wandered into a church
where a wedding was in progress, Un-
noticed he sank into & back sest
Presently the preacher asked the
usual question whether anyone pres
ent had sany reason to give why the
ceremony should not be performed,

| and O'Keefe arcss with mandlin sol-

| emnity.

“U've nothin' ag’in "em, yer riverines,
an’ no objection to make, but bein' as
I'm married mesliif I know theyil have
8 rotten time.™

BILIOUS, HEADAGHY,
SICK "CASCARETS"

Gently cleanse your liver and
sluggish bowels while
you sieep.

Get a 10-cent box.

Sick headache, bilionsness, dizsl
ness, coated tongue, foul taste and foul
breath—always trace them to torpid
liver; delayed, fermenting food in the
bowala or sour, gassy stomach.

Poisonous matter clogged in the In-

ltezunas. instead of baing cast out

of the gystem s reabsorbed into the
blocd. When this poison reaches the
delients brain tissus it causes con-
gestion and that dull, throbblag, sick-

bile from the Hver and carry out =il
the constipated waste matier and
poisona in the bowels.

A Cascaret tonight will surely

“Why was that man fired?™
“l think it was becsuse be was
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